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UNCLE MOSE: "Nqw don' be git

A MIGJJTY MA8TIGAT0R.
\ /| EBOIFXJL heavens!" she cried, musica

J I wringing her haads,
Great sobs made her frame rattle, a

salt tears mildewed her faea,
"I am undone!" she moaood, then reassui

herself by feeling all her books and eyes.
"A« I to blame for fbfe eqrse that has co

upon me?" she questioned herself. "No! no
* thousand times no! How eoqld I tell that.t)
.that" . sobs shattered be? yoice. "the we

sickly-looking d-d-dyspeptic who engaged boj
from me was an Iron JrJ-Jawed Man!"
Moaning and crying, the Hoprdinghouse Kee

went out into the kitchen and salted the mang
remains of the property steak with her tears.

Revised to Suit,
"My motto," said the pew boarder, "U pay

you go." >

The landlady shook her head.
"It wouldn't do in my business," she said,

man might hang around a month apd tjjaB fof
.his motto. My motto is pay Saturday Bight
g°" '

^#4

f/o /Isperatoijs permitted
BAN-KBR.Colonel Oofe forgdd my elgnat

to this cheek for a thousand dhUkrs.
CASHIER.Well, I'd keep quiet afcout It '

colonel is a dead shot and always ready te
hold his honor.
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Feasts OyMor?e
OOBANG.Those feasts of. the aBgieBt# «

*« , i i n I~ nsill »Allt si
nave Deeqi greai iee«8. ieop»e oi*u ia»* »t

them.
UKBRDBK.Feasts of the fclov

Think of Dewey's breakfast!

APPEARANCES
'

' '

THE CASHIER: "There goes ou]
'

some day."
THE COME-ON: * He looks crook

PENTANCE; OR. WHE

,' »

tin' skeered ob de cars, ol' 'oman, er era

against SE$

r bookkeeper. I'll bet that he absconds

ed."

N BLACK WAS WHIT

, V '.' TS ''
/,.

hbodyll know dat you'a from d' kentry

nuaay on mah oonl I De ingin's on U«

$

" I repents mah sins! Go it, ol':
/
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I" Everybody hi
right off his bac

g piy « v.

I, Chloe! Lift up jq9 roioo i

mule I We's alius bin good tu

.RTLING GENEROSITY

18 heard the expression, "Why, he
k," but did you eve* stop to think

"Let me share y

The party addree
?. raiment and wild
I t0 Sentllity-stagge

ly at his breast.
"No, nor' ha cri«

i^BE^Sy >1 "I insist!" she b;
night, and yet It t

to be all in all to> e

HfiiyiHytii ** i «sharetroubles."
If > 8 "Neverl" he tno

bitterest enemy-n
_ - collar button drop

*»*,®te a*alt
wriggled.
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THE ERIBND

your husband duri
THE WIDOWJ|3h death.g§§§ ,

-
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Ot)» me
JONES.Our

{'M view of any subje
day on the parable
SMITH.I don't

thing new about t
_i: jones-You cai

Ei* pra*h J" mon an expressio:
calf.
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you \ I'm gwine tuh jine de chu'ch
f
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'd give a man the shirt
; how such a proceeding

ONG MEN WEEP.
hook her fairy form .tears
in be* eyes.only by sheer

Id the young girl keep from

sun trouble. Harold dear!" she
%

»ed.yes, party, for In his torn
eyes there was no semmance

red to his feet clutching wilder.

awled. "Last night.only lrfst
teems years ago.we promised
ach other and forever pool our

iu m suitre joys i wisn also loaned.

"I wouldn't want my
ay, not even a dog.to have a

down Inside his shirt."
he stood on his head and

....

ot Untimely. - <
-And did no physician attend
ng his last illness?
No. poor John died a natural

.

tl>o<l of JreatpKot. v

ilstor is apt to take an original
et. He is to preach next Sun>of the prodigal son.
see how he is going to say anyhat.
i't tell. He may make his ser«

n of sympathy for the fatted
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if I lib! Go it, ol mule r


